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	1. Chapter 1

Tim's minds wandered as he was getting ready for the meal at Nonnatus House. Does the truth imprison us, or does it set us free? One thing he knew for sure was that the truth would hurt so many more than simply lying, or even not saying anything at all. The truth would be so unbearable, one day he hoped the truth would be seen from people's happiness, in their eyes and their words rather than other people's opinions. Facing the truth, his truth would hurt so many more, however as his farther once said 'none of us can improve without knowing the truth, even when it hurts'. All those feelings that kept creeping into his brain, he didn't know what to do. He felt so wrong, he knew what the feelings meant but he knew what would happen if he acted on them – he knew what that would make him if he did. Some nights he just wanted to cry, but no one could see him cry and with the thin walls in the flat he knew that if he shed a single tear someone would know and ask questions. His dad couldn't find out, neither could his mum. He knew it would break them. He saw what happened to Mr. Amos, no matter how much his dad tried to hide it from him it spread round popular like wildfire. Timothy was an observant boy – he saw the pain in Mr. Amos eyes every time he held his child, everyone knew he had love for his chid but that didn't change who he was.

Tim had spent weeks leading up to this meal trying to decipherer his feels, he read medical journals in the hunt for answers. Spending his weekends reading his dads medical textbooks to work out what he could do.

No one spoke about it, no one at school even mentioned it. His grammar school was great but it didn't give him anyone to talk to – he couldn't tell a soul what he was feeling, how confused he was. Oh, how he longed to find someone he could tell. He wasn't used to finding things from his family but he knew he had to be. He knew he didn't have choice, if his feelings were as they expected they were, he knew they weren't going away but he had to pretend they were nothing. He knew he wasn't alone, he read it in the papers all the time about men being charged with indecent assault but he tried to avoid the convocation with his dad, he avoided asking the questions he really wanted to know.

It was on his mind while he buttoned up his shirt and flicked over his hair. He smiled at himself in the bathroom mirror.

"Come on Tim, the nuns do hate it when we are late for Sunday Lunch" Dr Turner shouted at Tim as he made the final adjustments to his shirt and continued to plaster a smile across his face. He was continuing to become more secretive since starting back at school. Doctor Turner had noticed too – he was a doctor, he picked up when his son changed hair products. He spent nights wandering if he should ask his son what was wrong. Timothy spent nights wandering why he hadn't.
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With lunch underway he still couldn't get it off his mind, he tried. He laughed at the Nurse Crain's attempt at a joke and even made small talk with Trixie, it was the first time the turners had eat at Nonnatus House, since Delia arrived back in popular and since the sister had passed away, the atmosphere was different to before but Timothy couldn't put his finger on why. He liked thinking about why it took away from his feelings and allowed him to concentrate on something else. He watched silently as Patsy and Delia kept themselves to themselves, laughing at seemingly inside jokes. They even had little nicknames that Timothy hadn't heard used before. He continued people watching until the phone rang.

Trixie was on call , so with a glare but no words spoken by sister Julienne she removed herself form the table to get the phone, people carried on as normal. The familiar line 'Nonnatus House, midwife speaking" Hit everyone's ear drums but no one paid much attention to the rest of the convocation. She returned to the table less than 5 minutes after she had left – she looked more flustered than anyone had seen her in a while.

"It was Mrs. Amos" She said causing the table to look at her, with puzzled looks across their faces. She couldn't settle back in her seat, and kept flattening don her uniform as she continued "Mr. Amos killed himself earlier today – it was just confirmed" Trixie's words echoed around the now silent room. The words sat deep in Timothy's mind, everyone knew he was having trouble with the medication and he had tried before. Patsy's face dropped and Delia's tried as hard as she could to keep a face that wouldn't give away her pain, everyone knew they had spent time with Mr. Amos after the events, and everyone knew how openly on his side Patsy was, and so her emotions didn't shock anyone.

"How terrible" Nurse Crain said, breaking the silence. Even when trying to sound caring her face still looked stern and emotionless. Her face didn't feel anyone with warmth like Trixie's did.

"Poor women, left alone with a baby. He only had to stand by her and do the right thing" Sister Winifred said. Everyone knew her view on the situation, but for youth timothy he had never heard what he had to say first hand. Ass the words left the sister mouth Delia's face dropped faster than a corpse in cement boots. In that instant her skin became greyed, she tried to hide her grief and went on with the silence of the meal.

Doctor Turner always told Timothy that would could tell a person's emotion jut from their eyes, that they were the window to the soul but aren't sat at that silent table Timothy realised something that eyes aren't the window to a soul at all they are just a hole in a wall. That no boy really knows what's going on in anyone else's mind, they just makes estimated guesses and maybe that wasn't a bad thing.

Scanning his head around the room Timothy saw his mum, she looked completely unaffected by his death but she liked to avoid gossip of any sort, she was focused on his little sister who was cooing at Sister Monica Joan Trixie still looked shaken up but she answered the phone after all – she had to deal with the crying wife, her shakiness was understandable. Patsy's face left Timothy's mind wandering, he stared at it, until he stared going cross eyes. Her face was one of hidden fear, untold guilt and a strange type of grief every so often her face smiled flashed with shame, shock and embarrassment. He stared at it for a long time trying to work out where he recognised it. Why he could spot her emotions so easily yet why it was so confusing ad uncertain. He had an emptiness fill his heart, a numbness that pounded his brain why he tried to process why him and Patsy, had the same emotions. Why did they have the same emotions, Patsy's her a lot stronger than his but she knew Mr. Amos and she was better at hiding emotion, she had had lots of practice. All of a sudden it hit him like a ton of bricks – he knew why he and Patsy were making the same unseen facial expression. He let out a short gasp and a fake cough in an attempt to cover it up – the silent table looked at him.

"Timothy" His dad snapped at him

"Sorry" Tim responded. Nobody asked him any questions. He tried not to fixate on his theory but it was eating up at him, he wanted to talk to her about it. He didn't have a reason to talk to Patsy about it, he didn't have a reason to talk to Patsy at all. Other than a few convocations abut scouts they had barley exchanged a single sentence, they didn't need to. Patsy didn't have much to do with the Turners or anybody around popular really just the people that she lived with and the expected mothers that came and went.

Patsy looked in Tim's direction, looked at his eyes. She didn't see what he saw, she didn't see his hidden expressions. He wanted to say something but he knew he simply couldn't, he tried to forget it and focus on the food that was slowly going cold on his plate – he tried to eat it but he wasn't hungry.

Patsy's heart went out of Mr. Amos but she knew she couldn't show the table how much she really cared because she didn't care about Mr. Amos per say but she cared because they were the same, he was like her, like her and Delia but he couldn't get through it. He didn't have anyone like Patsy had Delia. She was trying to get Delia's attention , she needed support even if it wa jut a supportive eye contact just for a millisecond to prove that what they were doing was worth it but Delia was far too busy discussing smoking with doctor Turner, Delia was determined to get Patsy to stop if it was the last thing she did.

The food got eaten in small talk, no one spoke anything more to do with the death and people tried to focus on the future and the year ahead. People avoid any convocation that could start a debate and even resorted to talking about the Easter production the Cubs had put on with the help of other clubs in popular.

Tim couldn't get his mind to stop working, to stop thinking about Patsy how she must be feeling. How he felt. He felt so alone, he didn't know what he wasn't meant to do but he knows about Patsy weather she relied he knew or not, he needed someone to comfort him and tell him it's all going to be okay – the only person he could ask for that is her because she won't turn him into the police or tell a soul because she is one.

On the way out he took a sneaky look at the router to work out when she was next off "Wednesday" He muttered to himself, trying to make sure he remember it, he was going to have to come and see her, with his school still being off for Easter and his parents running the chest clinic, it shouldn't be too hard for him to slip away unnoticed.

Monday and Tuesday ere long and hard for Timothy, he tried to avoid his family and the hard convocations. It had gone round about Mr. Amos death and once again dykes were the topic of convocation – a convocation timothy was very glad didn't have to happen during the school term. Holding his tongue was getting harder as his feelings were getting more settled in his body, they weren't making him as unsettled as they had been before that Sunday lunch. He didn't know what had changed but something had.
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He walked up to the steps slowly, confirming there was only 1 bike in the shed he slowly opened the large wooden door to the house. He jumped back a little when he saw Delia in the hallway, minding her own business. Delia was just as shocked as he was, and they both didn't know what to say.

"Sorry to be a pain" Timothy said "Is Patsy in?" His voice sounded quiet and soft, he sounded almost scared when talking to Delia.

"Yes, she's upstairs. We are playing cards, that's if I can find where they have been hidden" Delia said smiling at Timothy.

"I found them Deels" Patsy screamed

"Pats, Timothy is here to see you" She paused for a moment waiting to see if her girlfriend would reply, facing silence she continued "Can he come up?" Delia asked. She wasn't sure if there was rues against it but she wasn't sure what to do, she had never come across a lost teenage boy in the corridor before, never mind one asking for Patsy.

"Sure" Patsy screamed back. Tim let out a sign or nerves and fear.

He followed Delia up the wooden stairs to the door Patsy shared with Trixie.

Patsy was playing one of Trixie's records, lay casually on her bed smoking a cigarette.

"Pats, put the cigarette out" Delia said, her soft welsh voice masked the seriousness of the sentence but Patsy did as she was told

"Is everything okay?" Patsy's asked Timothy, she was genuinely concerned about the boy, she didn't consider yourself close to him, in fact in her opinion she didn't know if from Adam yet here he was in the doorway to her room looking terrified.

"I-I I was wandering if I could get advice?" He asked her, Patsy looked at Delia and Delia looked back at Patsy.

"Well don't just stand there come in, sit on Trixie's bed. Just don't get shoe marks on the covers" Patsy said, smiling. Her mind started to race about the things he could possibly want advice over. Timothy did as he was told and Delia shut the door behind them, the tension in the room could have been cut by a knife.

"Mr. Amos" Timothy said breaking the silence. His heart hammered though his chest but his face stayed casual with no hint of hesitation.

"What about him?" Patsy asked

"Why do bad things always happen to people like him?" Timothy asked, it wasn't the question he originally set out to ask but he needed to start somewhere. Delia had now sat close to Patsy as they both we facing Tim on the opposite bed.

"Bad things happen all the time Timothy" Delia said, giving Patsy time to think a response that wouldn't give her or Delia away.

"Why is it such a bad thing what Mr. Amos did?" Tim then asked, he was getting closer the question he wanted to know. Patsy was no good with caring or subtle responses and she couldn't bring herself to answer but she could see the confusion on Timothy's face.

"Because what Mr. Amos did is illegal, no matter what peoples personal opinions are" Patsy said, she really wished she would have finished that cigarette.

"Would you consider it a risk worth taking?" Timothy asked, he was slowly losing fear in his voice and was gaining confidence as he spoke.

"I'm scared" He suddenly said before either of the girls had time to reply. Delia gave a quick glance at Patsy who looked in amazement and horror back at her. Patsy and Delia were way out of their depth but they couldn't leave him scared, he was a teenage boy not a criminal.

"Things will get better, they have too because we are regular people, all 3 of us and we won't have to live in hiding forever. If you remember that then It makes everything a little easier" Delia said, placing her hand over Patsy's, on the bed.

Timothy smiled as he took in the words Delia said, he finally for the first time felt like he wasn't alone. Patsy who was now looking straight at timothy could see the hidden pain wiped across his face, it was a pain that needed to stay hidden at least for now.

"Gosh young man you need to stop worrying, it's scary we know and we both want it to get easier but I am sure one day you will meet a nice fella who will treat you right – you have just got to be very careful" Patsy said. She didn't want to open up to Doctor Turners son, it felt strange but he needed to know that he wasn't alone, no matter how he felt he would never be alone.

Tim still looked uncertain but not like he did before, he looked back to how Patsy remember him looked in the previous times she had seen him – uncertain was just the way he looked because the harsh reality was that was going to be his primary feeling for most of his life.

"If you need anything at all, you know where we are sweetie" Delia said, her voice was softer and less harsh than Patsy's


	2. Chapter 2
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Over the months after Easter, timothy would often see Patsy and Delia, they would make subtle small talk using code words to understand how Tim was really doing. Delia worried about him and spent many nights curled up in Patsy's warmth while Patsy slept – her mind would wonder to all the possible outcome because they have told Timothy it was going to be okay and Delia had told herself that it was going to be okay but on some dark rainy nights she wasn't sure that I was going to get better. Since talking to the girls, Tim wasn't scared anymore – he was very glad his hunch was right but he was still scared they would turn him into his Dad, so he kept his distance from his dad hoping that his dad would put it down to him becoming an adult and nothing more serious.

Timothy did what Delia told him too – he tried not to think about it and he tried to remain hidden, he didn't let his eyes linger for too long and he kept his opinions neutral over the subject, he didn't come across too passionate but he didn't come across like he was against it – that way he didn't draw attention to himself but he didn't start a debate either.

As the spring drew to a close and with summer just around the corner Tim continued his life as normal but while he could try and convince himself that marrying a women is for the best he couldn't help but feel sorry for Patsy and Delia the unspoken hours he had spent talking to them – he understood their love and he wanted that but he knew that while it wasn't against the law for them it was for him and he didn't want to be a criminal he just wanted to be happy. That was all but he couldn't tell anyone that, anyone but the secret lovers at Nonnatus House – he loved hearing stories that they told him of the gateways and how happy they were.

Patsy had agreed to help Timothy with his history paper – while history wasn't her strong point , no one seemed to mind that they would spend time together. They finished his history project quickly but continued to meet in the little coffee shop her and Delia loved every other week, sometimes with Delia if she could get the time off. It was good for Tim that's why Patsy did it. It was the only Tim for an hour a fortnight that he could be his truest self, he could talk about the events at school and as long as he didn't yell it, he could tell the girls how he felt and they just smiled like proud parents.

Patsy and Delia never spoke about timothy but oh how Delia felt like a parent – she knew that having a child was never going to happen but helping Timothy with his problems was the closest she could get, and she would hold on to any stories Timothy told them just as he did to theirs. He had some many questions about how they made it work and while he wouldn't dare ask them all, the answers gave him comfort.

On a dim evening in the coffee shop, Tim's questions filled their ears, laughing and joking at the answers.

"How did you know?" Tim asked over his glass of water.

"Know what?" Delia asked. Patsy looked at him with the same puzzled look as Delia.

"About each other, I mean it's not like you can announce it to all the student nurses," He asked, taking another sip of his water, watching Patsy taking a drag of her cigarette. He only saw Patsy smoke once in a while, Delia hated her doing it especially around Timothy, so it was only when it had been a long day Delia let her. Timothy had seen Patsy smoke when Delia wasn't around but he had sworn he wouldn't tell Delia, he wouldn't have anyway – they were the 2 people that knew everything about him , it would have been terrible for him if had had caused an argument.

The truth was they hadn't thought about it, their relationship had just happened and that was the end of it – they hadn't spoke about it before either, before Timothy they didn't have any real reason to talk about their secret relationship. Patsy had no one to talk to about it, no one that she could tell anyway. So longed to tell Trixie but just didn't have the words, and she didn't know how she would react – she was engaged to a priest after all.

"Well, how did you know about me?" Patsy asked. She had always wanted to know because Timothy had come to find her to ask for help. She had no idea about timothy before he told her.

""We hide the same emotions when we heard about the death of Mr. Amos," He said quietly not to draw attention to the convocation as the coffee shop started to empty out.  
>Patsy smiled, that was the truth and she knew it.<p>

Delia let out a short sudden burst of laughter "said you weren't hidden about your feels Pats" Delia said smiling

"I guess not," Patsy said smiling back at Delia. Taking the last drag before putting it out on the ashtray.

"Why do you ask cariad?" Delia asked Timothy, looking him dead in the eyes in order to avoid Patsy smiling faces.

"Because theirs this guy…" He got cut off by Delia mothering reaction

"Oh be careful Timothy" Delia burst out, probably slightly louder than she thought. Patsy tried to hold in her giggles at Delia's sudden outburst.

"Ignore her, she will most likely cry in a minute," Patsy said while still trying not to laugh. She knew that this must have been an important topic to Timothy and if like so many other days they spent in the coffee shop it would end with a very emotional Delia. Timothy was 16 but Delia's emotions still made him laugh.

"He is in my history class, his dad is the butcher in the town over" Timothy couldn't hide the smile as he spoke.

"A name?" Patsy said, her voice even after all this time she had spent with Timothy till sounded harsh and sometimes uncaring. She did care she just didn't need to hear a 2-hour story for a simple question

"Jack" Timothy replied, the word stuck to the roof of his mouth like even saying it was wrong.

"And what about Jack makes you think" Delia paused for a moment not sure how to phrase it "what you think?" She sounded like she cared about Tim's problems. This was the first crush Tim have ever mentioned or smoke about in all the times they had met for coffee and Delia wanted to make sure she handled it correctly after all Timothy trusted them and Delia didn't want to break that trust.

""We were talking about Hitler and the camps," Timothy said. Patsy took a deep breath, although she wasn't in a Hitler camp, just the words brought her body to silent shakes. Delia placed her hand casually over Patsy's and held it tight for less than a couple of seconds before removing it to avoid stares.

"Sorry," Timothy said softly. Pasty had never really spoken to timothy about what happened in the camps she hadn't needed too but just the mention of Hitler and her mind raced straight back there.  
>"Go on" Delia encouraged, patsy gave a small nod, so Timothy continued.<p>

"We were talking about who was held in the camps and it came up about the" he lowered his voice for the last word "Homosexuals." He said the word with so much shame and guilt. It was a tone that Patsy recognised and could relate too but when she was a child there wasn't a world for it, it wasn't spoken about.  
>"And he made a massive thing, asking why it was wrong" Timothy stopped talking wanting advice but the girls didn't really have any they didn't know what to say. They had never had anyone openly stand up for the Gays or even question what had happened to them because people scared but this poor boy in Timothy's History class , may have just made his life a whole lot harder.<p>

"I know its hard Tim" Delia said. It was all the could say, she knew how hard it was to spend years trying to understand your feelings then when you finally get your head round them realising that they are looked down upon and in Tim's case illegal.

"Why don't you talk to him?" Patsy asked- she felt like she was stating the obvious.

"About history?" Tim questioned

"No you fool about anything," Patsy said. As the summer sun started the fade the air got cool and the coffee shop was now just the 3 of them, when they felt like they were overstaying there welcome. They left laughing and forgetting all the conversation they had just had in there.


	3. Chapter 3

The boy wasn't mentioned again throughout the summer – as the days got lighter and the weather got warmer, Patsy and Delia were still as busy as ever. Their trip to Paris had been delayed due to the ever growing amount of babies and pregnant mums Nonnatus House were dealing with. Delia's mother was more than thrilled. She and Delia had continued to drift apart since Delia had come back to London, Delia knew that the truth was slowly breaking her mother so it was easier to shut her out altogether.

Patsy and Delia spent their days off sat I any patch of grass they could find. They had come across this courtyard, not too far away from popular and spent many sunny evenings staring at the fading sun and enjoying their own company –it was no Paris but it wasn't sneaking into each other's rooms either. It was a fine place for them to talk about the day and even spend a few evenings discussing Timothy. They hadn't seen him as much as Delia would have liked because they couldn't think of a reason too – there was no sensible reason for the 2 nurses to be meeting up with the teenage boy and they all knew that, they could hardly explain the situation to Doctor Turner. If they could do that then they wouldn't have had to start meeting up in the first place. They sat, sometimes in the shade a few of the larger trees offered them. They laughed and while they were out there they felt real and alive.

One evening they had managed to arrange to meet Tim – he had rang Nonnatus House in a bit of a state and Patsy knew that while getting this involved was dangerous , she knew Delia would completely skip her shift if she knew Timothy was in the smallest bit of pain- especially over something that Delia felt effected them all. The coffee shop in this weather was too crowded and would draw too much attention. Patsy had called Mrs. Turner and requested young timothy's help with something for the cubs. Mrs. Turner while wasn't completely convinced didn't question and didn't stop Timothy running out the door and heading the Patsy and Delia.

There evenings were postcard perfect, even the buses to their courtyard was running on time. The grass was still a soft summery green that almost had a tint of blue and in the sky was enough pristine white clouds to show one how beautiful the sky was, how perfect it was.

As they sat down, both the girls looked in both fear and excitement waiting for Timothy to talk.

"I was right" Timothy said, staring up at the sky.

"Right about what?" Delia asked, her welsh accent made her comment sound less obvious. Patsy had a clue but was trying her best not to jump to conclusions as she had learnt that around Timothy , a conclusion was normally no way near the real outcome.

"About Jack" Timothy said, he was now staring at the girls with his cute still childlike smile wiped shamelessly across his face.

Delia smiled, a proud smile but Patsy just looked concerned

"Are you going to elaborate?" Patsy asked "I feel if you don't poor Delia might explode" She laughed a little, and so did Delia as she let out a large gas of air.

"Well we spoke- about things over than history" He said smiling as he referred to advice Patsy had given him in the past months.

"Course you did" Patsy responded, she was laughing at young Timothy, while his voice had broken and he was looking more grown up and more like his farther every day. Looking at him say on the floor, sleeves rolled up, smiling, and laughing. He still looked like the young boy Patsy met when she first moved to Nonnatus House all that time ago. Patsy and Delia we both sat on a bench, type contraception- it was more like a broken down wall but they sat happily all the same.

"We spoke about many things in the past weeks, until we broke up for school. We both spoke about all are other friends getting into relationships, and talking about girls and how we didn't really see the interest" Patsy smiled as she recalls having conversations with Trixie, and her not taking the very large hint that Patsy was giving her.

Well I hadn't seen him really since school ended for the summer but I was doing my paper round earlier and bumped into him – his older sister is pregnant and attending the clinic. He had been forced to help her pram shop while her husband was working" He spoke fast and barley paused for breath "He suggest that we needed to see more of each other and handed me this note back of a receipt" The smile hadn't left his face. While Delia's head was filling with possible problems, as an over protective person does. Delia was normally less subtle than Patsy but she didn't want Timothy to get caught. The risk was too big; patsy on the other hand was filled with the excitement hat Timothy may have found someone like she had found Delia. She didn't know where she would be without Delia and the chance that Timothy could have the same thing as she was lucky enough to have. That just filled her right up.

Timothy tumbled around in his trouser pocket pulling out a scrappy little bit of paper

"The silver buckle, Saturday 3pm "

Jack
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While both Patsy and Della knew they had to stay rationale about the situation they couldn't help but sile at Timothies happiness

"Be careful Cariad" Delia said, sounding more like her mother than made Patsy comfortable

"Be safe Tim, but do have fun" Patsy said smiling. A cigarette would really have made that moment but she didn't want that disappointed face to appear on Delia's face.


	4. Chapter 4

Much to Patsy's horror, both she and Delia ended up at the Silver Buckle at 2.45pm on Saturday- Patsy who had been on call for the last 2 nights was beyond tired but Delia wanted her there, even if Timothy didn't. Timothy knew they were going to turn up and had given up trying to tell Delia otherwise, he knew he wasn't going to win but Delia had promised not to speak to him or even make long obvious eye contact.  
>"I got a letter from my mother last night," Delia said staring out the window<br>"She asked about all the girls at Nonnatus House. She obviously didn't mention you by name" She said smiling a little. Patsy knew where she stood with Delia's mum and she wouldn't ever push it. Weather Delia's mum knew about her and her daughter or not she still blamed Patsy for Delis return to London and Delia's wish to become a midwife.  
>Patsy smiled "Assume she's well," Patsy said looking at Delia. Patsy really tried to care because she cared about Delia but she couldn't ever forgive Mrs. Busby for not sending those letters – she went through so much pain when Delia was in Wales. She couldn't talk to anyone, those letters would have made her fake smiles and her ghastly dances with random strangers slightly easier to bare.<p>

"Do you remember our first time here Deels?" Patsy asked. Their first date took place right where they were sitting, they drank coffee and laughed about the junior doctors. Their first date was just an indent of their time together. They also made several loops around the area, how may neither of them can recall. Neither one wanted to stay out, standing still for too long in case they bumped into anyone, their conversations in this very coffee shop had been shy, almost like they knew it was going to be something great. They had spoken to each other on and off shift but if it wasn't for that appalling night shift when they were both new on the ward they both knew they wouldn't be where they were today. There the first kiss had taken place on one of their circuits around, in the lost light of the evening, they smiled as Delia pulled Patsy in close and gave her one sweet soft kiss, just long enough that they both knew they had found their other half , just short enough that no one saw. The kiss that night was long enough for both the nurses to realise that fate had handed them a dangerous hand. Just like fate had done for Timothy.  
>Delia never had time to answer before a young man appeared outside the shop, looking about Timothy's age and very slightly nervous.<br>"Pats..." Delia said, her voice was trying to stay calm but had gone up in pitch. "Do we think that's him?" The young lad checked his watch as he stood outside. Patsy turned her head to look out the coffee shop window. There stood a young man. Dark hair, almost black even in the summer sun. He was wearing a pair of sunglasses that neither Patsy nor Delia had seen before, he looked about Timothy's age but had a sense of smile that timothy lacked. The boy brushed imaginary dirt from his summer shirt and smiled as this watch his 3. The boy would have been completely pale if it weren't for all his freckles which gave him a childlike face, and made his jaw bones look more rounded then patsy thought they would be. There were so many freckles on his face with small pale spaces here and there, like the tips of grass struggling to show through the golden-brown leaves of fall.  
>"That must be him," Patsy said trying not to stare but she didn't want to take her eyes off him. She was trying to read his face like Timothy had been able to do all those months ago. She was having no luck when Timothy came into both her and Delia's eye line.<br>"I'm nervous for him," Delia said, they both stared. This was a big thing- neither of them knew how this coffee was going to end but they were going to be there to pick up the pieces if Timothy needed them. Patsy wouldn't admit it but she was rather glad Timothy wasn't having to go through it alone like she or Delia did. She had spent many a night in her boarding school wondering if she had anyone that she could talk to. She was glad Timothy found them.

Timothy could feel his heart beating out of his chest, he was shorter than Jack and had a sort of childlike nerdiness that Jack had lost throughout his lower teenage years.

The young boys greeted each other outside. Timothy shot the girls a short sharp stare which caused them both to burst out into laughter which made Tim more nervous. Tim looked uneasy as the boys eat in the corner of the coffee, Timothy went up and got the both a drink as instructed by Patsy in their conversation early.

Jack filled every pause and breath with more chatter. Timothy just smiled and laughed – he laughed before the punchline for things that weren't even funny but neither of the boys seemed to care. The girls watch the boys silently like watching a silent movie, getting themselves soaked in the ambient music and glancing loving eye contact across the table to each other, they felt almost proud of themselves, even though Timothy would be in this situation with or without them – they just knew that he wouldn't be feeling so alone.  
>"I feel like a proud mum," Delia remarked, watching patsy light up one of her stupid cigarettes, he had early given them up completely but while still sharing a room with Trixie stopping was harder than Patsy would ever let on.<br>Patsy smiled at Delia "I wouldn't tell Doctor Turner" Patsy remarked taking another drag of her cigarette. Delia looked at her disapprovingly but the look didn't work on Patsy like it used to.

While they couldn't hear what was being said Timothy's facial expressions told the story that they were hoping they would. Patsy couldn't help feeling sorry the boys. While Delia was full of joy and proudness. Patsy just felt sorry for them – they didn't have an easy life ahead of them and they didn't even have anywhere they could go to spend stolen evening and secret moments. They were both still young but boys there age were 'courting' young women but if Timothy's conversations with Patsy were anything to go by she wasn't sure he would ever bring himself too. Not that she could blame him, she couldn't think of anything worse than dating a man, and getting married to him, having children. While she wanted all those things she wanted them with Delia, not a man. In the same that Timothy wanted all those things but with a man. But timothy was breaking the law.

While Timothy laughed and smiled at Jack he couldn't help but think about his life and what he was doing, he knew that he shouldn't be led by his heart alone, neither can one live false lives of misery in dark caves under neon lights. He knew that he would rather do 1000 coffee dates like Patsy and Delia did then one real socially acceptable date because that was who he was.

"Hearts filled with love beat with joy of the new day and seek chances to enrich the lives of others. Love spills from them, and so their love grows stronger. Such people are wound together with an invisible string of happiness and fraternity. And so there loving heart is a gift, not simply to the person who keeps it safe in their flesh, but to everyone who's life they touch. Such a heart sends out ripples of love that keep on going in the present and into the future yet so untold." Delia said, reading from the newspaper  
>"Deels – what rubbish are you reading to me now?" Patsy said smiling – watching the boy's part ways outside the coffee shop. It was just gone 5 and she had to be home to go on call any minute yet she felt no desire to leave.<br>"It's from this new section in the paper. I thought it was highly appropriate Pats"  
>"Well it sounded to me something that Sister Monica Joan would say" Patsy replied<p> 


End file.
